Jose Vasconcelos, Mexican philosopher, envis aged una raza mestiza, una mezcla de razas afines, Una raza de calor la primem raza s(n· tesis del globo. He called it a cosmic race. la raza eosmica, a fifth race embracing the four major races of the world. z Opposite to the theory of the pure Aryan, and to the policy of racial purity that white America practices, rus theory is one of inc1usi vity. A t the cont1uence of two or more tThis is my own "take-off' on Juse Vasconcelos' idea. Jose Vasconcelos. La Rata C6smica: MiSSion de la Ram Ibero-Americana (~exko: AguiJar $.A de E.dkiones. 190J). [Anzaldua] 2Vasconcelos. [AnzaJdfla] POSTCOLONIALISM Al'D ETHNIC STUDIES 18 5 0 genetic streams, with chromosomes constantly "crossing over," this mixture of races, rather than resulting in an inferior being, provides hybrid progeny, a mutable, more malleable species with a rich gene pooL From this racial, ideological, cultural and biological cross-pollinization, an "alien" consciousness is presently in the making -a new mestiza consciousness. una concien cia de mujer. It is a consciousness of the Borderlands. The ambivalence from the clash of voices results in mental and emotional states of perplexity.
UNA LUCHA DE FRONTERASI
Internal strife results in insecurity and indecisi ve ness. The mesti~a's dual or multiple personality is plagued by psychic restlessness. In a constant state of mental nepantilism, an Aztec word meaning tom between ways, la mes tiza is a product of the transfer of the cultural and spiritual values of one group to another. Being tri cultural, monolingual, bilingual or multilingual, speaking a patois, and in a state of perpetual tran sition, the mestiza faces the dilemma of the mixed breed: which collectivity does the daughter of a darkskinned mother listen to?
EI choque de un alma atrapado entre el mundo del esp{ritu y el mundo de la tecnica a veces la deja entullada. Cradled in one culture, sand wiched between two cultures, straddling all three cultures and their value systems, la mestiza undergoes a struggle of flesh, a struggle of bor ders, an inner war. Like all people, we perceive the version of reality that our culture communi cates. Like others having or living in more than one culture, we get multiple, often opposing mes sages. The coming together of two self-consistent but habitually incompatible frames of reference 3 causes un choque, a cultural collision.
Within us and within la cultura chicana, com monly held beliefs of the white culture attack commonly held beliefs of the Mexican culture, and both attack commonly held beliefs of the indigenous culture. Subconsciously, we see an attack on ourselves and our beliefs as a threat and we attempt to block with a counterstance.
But it is not enough to stand on the opposite river bank, shouting questions, challenging patri archical, white conventions. A counterstance locks one into a duel of oppressor and oppressed; locked in mortal combat, like the cop and the criminal, both are reduced to a common denominator of 3Arthur Koestler lermed this "bisociation." Alben Rmhenberg, The Creative Process in Art, Science, and Other Fields (Chicago, IL: University of Chicago Press, I979), 12.
[ Anzaldua] violence. The counterstance refutes the dominant culture's views and beliefs, and, for this, it is proudly defiant. All reaction is limited by, and dependent on, what it is reacting against. Because the counterstance stems from a problem with authority -outer as well as inner -it's a step towards liberation from cultural domination. But it is not a way of life. At some point, on our way to a new consciousness, we will have to leave the opposite bank, the split between the two mortal combatants somehow healed so that we are on both shores at once and, at once, see through serpent and eagle eyes. Or perhaps we will decide to dis engage from the dominant culture, write it off alto gether as a lost cause, and cross the border into a wholly new and separate territory. Or we might go another route. The possibilities are numerous once we decide to act and not react.
A TOLERANCE FOR AMBIGUITY
These numerous possibilities leave la mestiza floundering in uncharted seas. In perceiving con flicting information and points of view, she is sub jected to a swamping of her psychological borders. She has discovered that she can't hold concepts or ideas in rigid boundaries. The borders and walls that are supposed to keep the undesir able ideas out are entrenched habits and patterns of behavior; these habits and patterns are the enemy within. Rigidity means death. Only by remaining flexible is she able to stretch the psyche horizontally and vertically. La mestiza constantly has to shift out of habitual formations; from con vergent thinking, analytical reasoning that tends to use rationality to move toward a single goal (a Western model, to divergent thinking" character ized by movement away from set patterns and goals and toward a more whole perspective, one that includes rather than excludes.
The new mestiza copes by developing a toler ance for contradictions, a tolerance for ambiguity. She learns to be an Indian in Mexican culture, to be Mexican from an Anglo point of view. She learns to juggle cultures. She has a plural personality, she operates in a pluralistic mode -nothing is thrust "In part, I derive my definitions for "convergent" and "divergent" thinking from Rothenberg, 12-13. [Anzaldua] out, the good, the bad and the ugly, nothing rejected, nothing abandoned. Not only does she suslain contradictions, she turns the ambivalence into something else.
She can be jarred out of ambivalence by an intense, and often painful, emotional event which inverts or resolves the ambivalence. I'm not sure exactly how. The work takes place underground subconsciously. It is work that the soul performs. That focal point or fulcrum, that juncture where the mestiza stands, is where phenomena tend to collide. It is where the possibility of uniting all that is separate occurs. This assembly is not one where severed or separated pieces merely come together. Nor is it a balancing of opposing pow ers. In attempting to work out a synthesis, the self has added a third element which is grealer than the sum of its severed parts. That third element is a new consciousness -a mestiza consciousness -and though it is a source of intense pain, its ,energy comes from a continual creali ve motion that keeps breaking down the unitary aspect of each new paradigm. En unas pocas centurias, the future will belong to the mestiza. Because the future depends on the breaking down of paradigms, it depends on the straddling of two or more cultures. By creat ing a new mythos -that is, a change in the way we perceive reality, the way we see ourselves and the ways we behave -la mestiza creates a new consciousness.
The work of mestiza consciousness is to break down the subject-object duality that keeps her a prisoner and to show in the flesh and through the images in her work how duality is transcended. The answer to the problem between the white race and the colored, between males and females, lies in healing the split that originates in the very foundation of our lives, our culture, our lan guages, our thoughts. A massive uprooting of dualistic thinking in the individual and collective consciousness is the beginning of a long struggle. but one that could, in our best hopes, bring us to the end of rape, of violence, of war. We are the comal sizzling hot, the hot tortilla, the hungry mouth. We are the coarse rock. We are the grinding motion, the mixed potion, .wmos el moicajele. We are the pestle, the comino. ajo, pimienta, We are the chile colorado, the green shoot that cracks the rock. We will abide.
EL CAMINO DE LA MESTIZA!
THE MESTIZA WAY Caught between the sudden contraction. the breath sucked in and the endless space, the hrown woman stands still, looks at the sky. She decides to go down, digging her way along the roots of trees. Sifting through the bones, she shakes them to see if there is any marrow in them. Then, touching the dirt to her forehead, to her tongue, she takes a few bones. leaves the rest in their burial place.
She goes through her backpack, keeps her journal and address bock, throws away the muni-bart metromaps. The coins are heavy and they go next, then the greenbacks flutter through the air. She keeps her knife, can opener and eyebrow pencil. She puts bones, pieces of bark, hierbas, eagle feather. snake skin, tape recorder. the rattle and drum in her pack and she sets out to become the complete tolteea. "You're nothing but a woman" means you are defective. Its opposite is to be un macho. The mod em meaning of the word "machismo," as well as the concept, is actually an Anglo invention. For men like my father, being "macho" meant being strong enough to protect and support my mother and us, yet being able to show love. Tooay's macho has doubts about his ability to feed and protect his family. His "machismo" is an adap tation to oppression and poverty and low self· esteem. It is the result of hierarchical male dominance. The Anglo, feeling inadequate and ANZALD(rAILA CONCIENCIA DE LA MESTIZA: TOWARDS A NEW CONSCIOUSNESS inferior and powerless, displaces or transfers these feelings to the Chicano by shaming him, In the Gringo world, the Chicano suffers from excessive humility and self-effacement, shame of self and self-deprecation. Around Latinos he suffers from a sense of language inadequacy and its accom panying discomfort; with Native Americans he suffers from a racial amnesia which ignores our common blood, and from guilt because the Spanish part of him took their land and oppressed them. He has an excessive compensatory hubris when around Mexicans from the other side. It overlays a deep sense of racial shame.
The loss of a sense of dignity and respect in the macho breeds a false machismo which leads him to put down women and even to brutaliz.e them. Coexisting with his sexist behavior is a love for the mother which takes precedence over that of all others. Devoted son, macho pig. To wash down the shame of his acts. of his very being, and to handle the brute in the mirror, he takes to the bottle. the snort, the needle and the fist.
Though we "understand" the root causes of male hatred and fear, and the snbsequent wonnd ing of women, we do not excuse, we do not con done and we will no longer put up with it. From the men of our race, we demand the admission! acknowledgementldisclosureltestimony that they wound us, violate us, are afraid of us and of our power. We need them to say they will begin to eliminate their hurtful put-down ways. But more than the words. we demand acts. We say to them: we will develop equal power with you and those who have shamed us.
It is imperative that mestiza;,· support each other in changing the sexist elements in the Mexican-Indian culture. As long as woman is put down, the Indian and the Black in all of us is put down. The struggle of the mesti;;a is above all a feminist one. As long as los hombres think they have to ehingar mujeres and each other to be men, as long as men are taught that they are supe rior and therefore culturally favored over la mujer, as long as to be a vieja is a thing of deri sion, there can be no real healing of our psyches. We're halfway there -we have such love of the Mother, the good mother. The first step is to unlearn the pura/virgen dichotomy and to see Caatlapapeuh _.... Caatlicue in the Mother, Guadalupe.
Tenderness, a sign of vulnerability, is so feared that it is showered on women with verbal abuse and blows. Men. even more than women. are fettered to gender roles. Women at least have had the guts to break out of bondage. Only gay men have had the courage to expose them selves to the woman inside them and to chal lenge the current masculinity, I've encountered a few scattered and isolated gentle straight men. the beginnings of a new breed. but they are confused, and entangled with sexist behaviors that they have not been able to eradicate. We need a new masculinity and the new man needs a movement.
Lumping the males who deviate from the gen eral norm with man, the oppressor, is a gross injustice. The mestizo and the queer exist at this time and point on the evolutionary continuum for a purpose. We are a blending that proves that all blood is intricately woven together, and that we are spawned out of similar souls. 
Divided Loyalties
Many women and men of color do not want to have any dealings with white people. It takes too much time and energy to explain to the down wardly mobile, white middle-class women that it's okay for us to want to own "possessions," never having had any nice furniture on our dirt floors or "luxuries" like washing machines. Many feel that whites should help their own people rid themselves of race hatred and fear first. I, for one, choose to use some of my energy to serve as mediator. I, think we need to allow whites to be our allies. t Through our literature, art, corridos and folktales . we must share our history with them so when they set up committees to help Big Mountain Navajos or the Chicano farmworkers or los Nicaragiiellses they won't turn people away because of their racial fears and ignorances. They will come to see that they are not helping us but following our lead Individually, but also as a racial entity, we n~'ed to voice our needs. We need to say to white society: we need you to accept the fact that Chicanos are different, to acknowledge your rejection and negation of us. We need you to own the fact that you looked upon us as less than human, that you stole our lands, our personhood, OIlr self-respect. We need you to make public restitution: to say that, to compensate for your own sense of defectiveness, you strive for power over us, you erase our history and our experience because it makes you feel gUilty -you'd mther forget your brutish acts. To say you've split your self from minority groups, that you disown us, that your dual consciousness splits off parts of yourself, transferring the "negative" parts onto us. (Where there is The dominant white culture is killing ns slowly with its ignorance. By taking away our self detemJination, it has made US weak and empty. As a people we have resisted and we have taken expe dient positions, but we have never been allowed to develop unencumbered --we have never been allowed to be fully ourselves. The whites in power want us people of color to barricade ourselves behind our separate tribal walls so they can pick us off one at a time with their hidden weapons; so they can whitewash and distort history. Ignorance splits people, creates prejudices. A misinformed people is a subjugated people.
Before the Chicano and the undocumented worker and the Mexican from the other side can come together, before the Chicano can have unity with Native Americans and other groups, we need to know the history of their struggle and they need to know ours. Our mothers, our sisters and brothers, the guys who hang out on street comers, the children in the playgrounds, each of us must know our Indian lineage, our afro-mestisaje, our history of resistance.
To the immigrant mexicano and the recent arrivals we must teach our history. The 80 million mexicanos and the Latinos from Central and South America must know of our struggles. Each one of us must know basic facts about Nicaragua, Chile and the rest of Latin America. The Latinoist movement (Chicanos, Puerto Ricans, Cubans and other Spanish-speaking people working together to combat racial discrimination in the market place) is good but it is not enough. Other than a ANZALDUAILA CONCIENCIA DE LA MESTIZA: TOWARDS A NEW CONSCIOUSNESS I8SS common culture we will have nothing to hold us together. We need to meet on a broader commu nal ground.
The struggle is inner: Chicano, indio, American Indian, mojado, mexicano, immigrant Latino, Anglo in power, working class Anglo, Black, Asian -our psyches re,emble the bordertowns and are populated by the same people. The strug gle has always been inner, and is played out in the outer terrains. Awareness of our situation must come before inner cbanges, which in tum come before changes in society. Nothing happens in the "real" world unless it first happens in the images in our heads.
El dU! de la Chicana
I will not be shamed again Nor willi shame myself.
I am possessed by a vision: that we Cllicanas and
Chicanos have taken back or uncovered our true faces, our dignity and self-respect. It's a valida tion vision.
Seeing the Chicana anew in light of her his tory I seek an exoneration, a seeing through the fictions of white supremacy, a seeing of ourselves in our true guises and not as the fabe racial per sonality that has been given to us and that we have given to ourselves. I seek our woman's face, our true features, the positive and the negative seen clearly, free of the tainted biases of male dominance, I seek new images of identity, new beliefs about ourselves, our humanity and worth no longer in question. On that day I look inside our conflicts and our basic introverted racial temperament. I identify our needs, voice them. I acknowledge that the self and the race have been wounded, I recognize the need to take care of our personhood, of our rljcial self. On that day I gather the splintered and dis owned parts of la genie mexiearw and hold them in my arms. Todas las partes de nosotros valen.
Estamo.\ viviendo en la noche de La
On that day I say , "Yes, all you people wound us when you reject us. Rejection strips us of self worth; our vulnerability exposes us to shame. It is our innate identity you find wanting. We are ashamed that we need your good opinion, that we need your acceptance. We can no longer camou flage our needs, can no longer let defenses and fences sprout around us. We can no longer with draw. To rage and look upon you with contempt is to rage and be contemptuous of ourselves, We can no longer blame you, nor disown the white parts, the male parts, the pathological parts, the queer parts, the vulnerable parts. Here we are weapon less with open arms, with only our magic. Let's try it our way, the mestiza way, the Chicana way, the woman way.
On thai day, I search for our essential dignity as a people, a people with a sense of purpose to belong and contribute to something greall:t than our pueblo. On 
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changing into our work clothes, waIking into the field with Papf and Mami, all six of us bending to the ground. Below our feet, under the earth lie the watermelon seeds, We cover them with paper plates, putting terremotes on top of !he plates to keep them from being blown away by the wind, The paper plates keep the freeze away. Next day or the next, we remove the plates, bare the tiny green shoots to the elements, They survive and grow, gi ve fruit hundreds of times the size of the seed. We water them and hoe them. We harvest them.
The vines dry, rot, are plowed under. Growth, death, decay, birth. The soil prepared again and again, impregnated, worked on. A constant chang ing of forms, renacimientos de la tierra madre.
This land was Mexican once
was Indian always and is. And will be again. 
Born on
